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      Summer fun meets eternal love in this sass kickin' fated mates romance!

      

      Phoenix Tala is taking a break from his new home on the border of Blue Valley where his Pack and MC have recently settled down.

      

      With his Dire Wolf feeling out of sorts, he takes a road trip to clear his beast’s mind. But the Fates have more in store for him than an easy ride.

      

      Tracey Donner is tired of her upper-crust parents' disapproval. After a shopping trip gets nasty, she takes off for the one place she felt happy as a child. Maccon City, New Jersey. She is ready for some serious changes in her life. But until then, a girl could have a little fun, couldn’t she?

      

      Of course, she never expected to run into that fun face first.

      

      Literally.

      

      A spontaneous moonlight skinny dip turns into something else when she swims into a midnight bather with more muscles than she knew was possible for one man to have.

      

      Willing to dive into a vacation fling with the bad boy biker, Tracey is all about the moment, but Phoenix has forever on his mind.

      

      Can he convince the luscious female to be his mate?
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      The smell of fire filled her nostrils and young Tracey gasped as the air grew thick with it. She hid under the bed, scared of what was happening. Mother had called her naughty again and Tracey was so ashamed.

      She had embarrassed her mother in front of her friends again, but she didn’t mean to. The fancy women were all dressed up and sitting outside on the enormous stone patio beneath the bright yellow awning Father had ordered specifically for Mother’s tea parties.

      Tracey had only wanted to join in the fun. She put on her best Spring dress, but she’d only just come home from boarding school, and it was from last year. It was too tight and squeezed the chubby parts of her belly and arms, but she had to look just right.

      Mother would never approve of her wearing her school clothes to a party. So, she squeezed herself inside of the uncomfortable outfit and slathered some of her mother’s blush and lipstick on her face.

      She looked grown up now, for sure. Maybe Mother would finally smile at her the way other children's parents smiled at them when they were proud or happy. Tracey knew if she could just make her mother proud, she would like her more.

      “What are you doing, you naughty girl?!” Mother had screeched when she spied Tracey standing proudly in the doorway in her too tight dress and borrowed heels.

      “I wanted to surprise you⁠—”

      “Go to your room right now, Tracey Donner. Wash your face and burn that dress. I have never been so embarrassed,” she’d snapped, pulling Tracey by the elbow into the hallway.

      Burn the dress?

      But it was the only one she had. Tracey’s lip quivered, and she shook. Her mother’s brilliant blue eyes flashed like lightning, and tendrils of fear snaked up her spine.

      “I never should have let your father talk me into allowing you to come back here,” Mother snarled.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

      “Yes, Tracey, that is what you are. Sorry and pathetic. That is all you will ever be.”

      Tracey did not understand the reason for her mother’s cruelty, but that night, something new had happened. That night, Tracey stopped trying to win her mother’s affection and approval. That night, she became angry for the first time in her young life.

      But while she was coming to grips with her anger, an accident happened. A small fire broke out during her mother’s tea party and that beautiful yellow awning father had ordered special burned to ashes.

      Smoke wafted into the house, up the stairs, and to Tracey’s room, making it difficult to breathe. She waited there for what seemed like hours after the sirens had come and gone, nevertheless, no one came looking for her.

      She heard Mother and Father talking downstairs. Her parents rarely argued, but they seemed in the middle of a big one now. They were discussing her school and her time home, and misery the likes of which she’d never known filled her. Mother wanted her gone, but Father seemed against it—and still, she waited.

      No one came to check on her, and she’d yet to move from her hiding spot. Her stomach was rumbling by the time the sound of unfamiliar footsteps climbing the stairs reached her ears. This was it. The moment some driver her parents hired came to take her back to the boarding school she hated.

      Tracey stifled her scream with a hand over her mouth. But the simple sneaker-clad feet stopped in front of her bed. A woman kneeled down, her wide smile easing some of the hurt Tracey was feeling.

      “Hola, linda,” she spoke softly.

      “Hi,” was Tracey’s shy response.

      “My name is Rosa, and your parents just hired me to take care of you. Would that be alright?”

      Tracey’s tiny heart pounded inside her chest.

      “You’re coming to school with me?” she asked curiously.

      “No, I am too big for school. You will take the bus with the other kids, but I will be here when you get back. We are going to be great friends, si?”

      Tracey nodded. For the first time in her life, she had a friend.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      The department store reeked of expensive perfume samples and cosmetics. Between that and the heat outside, it was positively stifling.

      Still, the overpowering fragrances should have stopped bothering Tracey now that she’d moved on, but they were still making their way through her olfactory senses. Her allergies were the very devil. Easily influenced by minor changes in her environment—and these were not minor.

      For Pete’s sake, they must have used a thousand civets to make one stinking bottle!

      Tracey had tried to dodge the pushy women trying to sell the bottle of high end French perfume at $350 an ounce, but she got her with two generous squirts. It was all Tracey could do not to sneeze all over her.

      Luckily, there was a tissue box nearby. Her mother was not at all amused. Really, she should have been better prepared, but who knew you needed tactical defense lessons before visiting a mall?

      Oh well.

      She’d smiled apologetically, grabbed a second tissue, and followed her mother, whose patented glare was boring holes into Tracey’s head. She was there for one reason only, and that was to assist her mother with whatever she needed. Apparently, checking out the newest summer arrivals in the shoe department was a necessity.

      After forty-eight minutes and thirty-three seconds of browsing and watching her mother try on one pair of painful looking heels after another, Tracey was more than ready to call it a day. Shopping was sheer torture with the woman. Why had she ever agreed to go?

      Because you still want Mommy’s approval.

      Pathetic? Probably. But Tracey had always wanted to be closer to her mother. If she could just figure out what it was exactly the woman didn’t like, maybe she could fix it and they would both be happier.

      “Tracey? Are you listening to me? Hand me the other pair. These must be irregularly sized,” Daniella Donner—first lady of the upper crust community of Rumson, New Jersey, and Tracey’s mother, made a tsking noise as she removed the ridiculously expensive sandal from her freshly pedicured foot.

      “Sorry, I was just thinking,” Tracey murmured and moved to grab the next box from the ever-growing pile of uber high-heeled, strappy, pointed toe, rhinestone studded, and grossly uncomfortable footwear.

      It was a shame, really. There were plenty of trendy shoes out there—orthopedics, recommended by her podiatrist—that would definitely be a better choice for her mother. But Tracey kept her lips zipped, knowing she would never even consider it.

      No matter how tight the older woman tried to hold on to her youth, some things were inarguable. Such as the fact her mother’s foot had grown a size and a half over the years, starting immediately after she’d become pregnant with Tracey some thirty years ago.

      Not that she’d admit it. To hear her tell it, Tracey might as well be an alien. She looked nothing like either of her beautiful parents.

      Not only was she what her mother called unpleasantly plump, but her coloring was all wrong. Comfortable in her size sixteen Levi’s, Tracey might have too many curves for her petite stature, but she was fine with that. It was the fact she stood a whopping five feet three inches tall compared to her elegantly thin five foot eight inch tall mother, and her six foot tall father, that was so dang disappointing. But hardly her fault.

      As if that was not bad enough, Tracey also lacked the trademark crystal clear, sapphire blue eyes of both her parents, Daniella and Daniel Donner—the Donners of Rumson. Though, admittedly, her father’s eyes were a few shades darker than his wife’s.

      Good thing or she’d have suspected something seriously wrong.

      Ew.

      Still, both her parents were very attractive people. Positively dazzling, in fact, and thoroughly admired by their friends and coworkers alike. The dynamic duo was like neighborhood royalty. As was their due, Tracey supposed. After all, the Donners were a power couple.

      They had worked hard to get where they were, and they ruled the Gold Coast of Lower Fairfield County. Her mother sat on the board of several organizations supposedly dedicated to charity, but Tracey knew it was never about the actual charity.

      The men and women involved in those things did it more to suck up to one another and to forge connections to further the careers of spouses and loved ones. Most of the very wealthy couples in that affluent neighborhood worked in or out of Manhattan, and sometimes Boston. Her father used to have offices in both cities, as well as connections in London, Paris, Berlin, and Rome. Alas, that was years ago.

      When you were as rich as the Donners, you simply retired early and lived off your interests. Tracey often wondered why her parents didn’t travel more, but she knew her mother would never leave Connecticut. Daniella Donner had worked too hard to be at the top of the in crowd. A crowd that had always made her daughter feel like an outcast.

      The Gold Coast had its own brand of snobbery, and Tracey had never fit in with her mother’s hoity toity friends. She preferred art and literature to wine tasting and jewels.

      Tracey’s idea of a good time involved sifting through flea markets and exploring old churches. Things like that often horrified her staid parents.

      “Tracey!” Her mother’s shrill voice interrupted her train of thought, and she jumped, dropping the shoe box she’d been holding.

      “I swear, child. You never have any idea what’s going on.”

      “Sorry,” she apologized, her eyes darting to the shoe salesperson who’d just returned with the next round of sandals—all of which were probably in the wrong size.

      The fact they were not alone didn’t seem to stop her mother. She hissed, narrowing her eyes like some feral cat, and Tracey braced herself for what was coming.

      “Maybe if you paid a little more attention, you’d be able to lose some of that extra weight you gained this past winter. Maybe then Felix wouldn’t have left you sitting in that restaurant to eat alone. How could you? I can’t even imagine! Making a spectacle of yourself like that. You could have just left without eating, Tracey,” she snapped the last bit with just enough venom that Tracey’s stomach clenched.

      “Left me? For your information, I asked him to leave, Mother. It was our first outing together, and since I had already ordered, he left, and I stayed. What is so wrong with that?” Tracey asked, swallowing her gasp at the very real hurt that hit her harder than usual at her mother’s cruel words.

      Typically, she could ignore her mother’s harsh commentary. But after her last relationship had ended in disaster, she was feeling vulnerable. And honestly, it was her mother’s fault.

      She’d started a relationship with Felix online without ever really seeing him. Those little avatars everyone used on social media were fun, but Tracey had never thought about it as hiding who she was until the man she thought she knew threw it in her face.

      “You know, you have a pretty face. But you’re a lot fatter than I expected. Since your mother and my mother are club friends, I thought you would be fit. But now I see why you have an avatar as your profile picture.”

      Felix’s hurtful comment was like a slap in the face. Not only had she ended the date immediately after he’d said those hateful words, but she blocked his ass on every social media account.

      Jerkface.
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      Of course, Tracey could always count on her mother to pick at scabs. She heaved a sigh as her mother’s pinched face grew even tighter.

      “Well, you say tomato,” her mother hissed, wincing as she used a shoehorn to squeeze into a tight pair of Manolo Blahnik mules.

      “What does that even mean, Mother?”

      “Dieting was never your strength, but you can turn that around with some work, Tracey. Then maybe you can catch a husband.”

      “Gosh, you make a man sound like a disease,” Tracey whispered her reply.

      “Your father is trying to persuade the governor to give the proposed expansion of the highway to his friend with that development company. What is his name? Oh, yes, Jeb Collins. He has a son named Trevor. If your father succeeds, there will be plenty of mingling with their family.”

      “So what, Mother?”

      “So, he might make a match for you. And you can do your part by losing a few pounds. You know, bathing suit season is here—Gertie! You’re here!”

      Her mother greeted her rail thin best friend with air kisses and pats on the shoulder.

      “Darling! Oh! Those are cute,” Gertie said, eyeing a pair of silver wedges her mom had discarded.

      She did not acknowledge Tracey, which was par for the course. Not that she minded. She disliked most of her mother’s friends.

      “Jeb Collins is eighty, and any son of his is probably fifty or older.”

      “He’s fifty-three, Tracey, but what would you have me do? You’ll be thirty soon⁠—”

      “Oh my god, Mom,” she growled, frustrated. “I am thirty! I don’t know that man. And what are you saying, you would what, sell me to him?”

      “Hardly, dear,” her mother replied, her pinched face looking even angrier than usual. “He would be doing us the favor, not the other way around.”

      Gertrude snorted into her elbow at the cruel jibe, and Tracey’s humiliation doubled.

      “That’s not funny,” Tracey responded with as much dignity as possible.

      “It was not meant to be,” her mother responded.

      Tracey’s whole body tensed with hurt and disgust for her parent.

      “What happened to you, Mom? Why are you like this? You were never kind and loving like the other kids’ parents when I was in school. In fact, I don’t think you even like me.”

      “What are you talking about? Get a grip, Tracey.”

      “Get a grip? All you do is make snide comments about my appearance and rude remarks about me being single.”

      “Am I wrong? Look at you. You are at least forty pounds overweight. You don’t care at all about our image. And as for the other, I am trying to help you.”

      “I happen to like how I look, Mom. And the last time I listened to you about a man, he cut me up with his cruel remarks about my weight. I don’t need a man like that⁠—”

      “What are you talking about? Without a man, what will you be?”

      “How about happy, Mom? I don’t need a man to complete my identity,” she said, ignoring her mother’s cruel laughter.

      Gertie said something waspish, and she and Daniella cackled at whatever thinly veiled insult she’d just thrown at Tracey. But something was happening to her she’d never felt before. Her body was buzzing, her head pounding, and for the first time, she understood she would never be happy until she freed herself.

      “Where are you going?” her mother asked as she gathered her purse and the bottle of water she’d been carrying.

      “I’m leaving, Mom. You know, I happen to like myself just the way I am.”

      “Oh please,” the older woman snorted.

      “You know, I am very sorry for you that you never took the time to get to know me because now it’s just too late. Goodbye, Mother.”

      “Tracey, you are being ridiculous. Get back here!”

      But it really was too late. Tracey had already decided. She was closing the door on years of hurt and disappointment, gathering her last bits of hope and courage and holding them tight to her chest. Tracey turned one last time to take in her mother’s posh appearance and cold expression.

      “You’re supposed to love and accept me no matter what. I am your daughter. That’s what mothers do. How can you sit there and make fun of me?”

      “Don’t be so sensitive. Come now. We can find you a one piece to wear to the club. Maybe Jeb will be there. Here,” she said and turned to find the saleswoman who’d been helping them since they entered the expensive department store.

      “Janie, please find Tracey something suitable for this weekend’s clam bake.”

      Clam bake was a bougie term for the extravagantly catered affair her mother was throwing to celebrate her father’s one year retirement anniversary. They had an image to uphold, after all.

      Tracey got nauseous just thinking about it. Her mother hadn’t heard a single word she’d said.

      “Of course, Mrs. Donner⁠—”

      “No need, Janie. I am not staying.”

      “Tracey, do not embarrass me in public⁠—”

      “You did that all by yourself, Mother. Goodbye Gertrude, Janie,” she said, nodding at each red-faced woman. “Oh, and Mother, I won’t be home for your clam bake this weekend. I have other plans. Tell my father congratulations for me.”

      Her heart thundered like a thousand runaway horses running down a hillside. The sound echoed in her ears. She couldn’t believe she was doing this. But it was past time, she supposed.

      Tracey pulled her cell phone out of the big boho bag she’d fashioned herself out of 100% organic cotton fabric colored with vegetable dyes. The patchwork pattern formed an image of her favorite animal, a large wolf baying at a yellow moon with twinkling stars she’d made out of glass beads.

      The result was a sturdy
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